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Prologue
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In Keepers of the Land 3-Caged In, we met Laurel Woods and Rain Jenner as they started to develop a relationship that began with an instantaneous attraction. An attack by unknown rogues forced Laurel to return home to Missouri where due to job demands, she had to stay. Every attempt Rain made to reach her ended in failure so he unhappily decided she didn’t care as much as he had thought and gave up his pursuit of her even though he suspected they might be soul mates.

Laurel, not aware of his attempts to reach her, was miserable facing a life without Rain who she had come to feel strongly for even though they had spent such a short time together. She feared he might not want her, but she was considering trying to contact him anyway if she could just put pride aside so she would know for sure one way or the other.

Not everyone wants them together, but there are allies willing to help if two stubborn, prideful souls will just look beyond the obvious and see to the heart of the matter.
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Falling Rain


Chapter 1


Poor Laurel
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Laurel Woods sat in her office eating lunch at her desk again. She was the second oldest child in a family with nine kids; her sisters: Maple, Cherry, Acacia, Hazel, Juniper, Willow, Olive, and her brother Ash, only Will was older. She loved her family more than she could say, but if they didn’t back off, she might kill them all. It was true that she was pining away for a man or rather a wolf that didn’t seem to return her feelings, but sometimes you just had to mourn love lost in your own way and in your own time.

Her mother was the worst one trying to push her into dating someone on her personally approved as son-in-law material list, which no supernatural would ever be on. Her mother’s list was something she would never follow and the harder mother dear pushed, the more she thought of taking an extended business trip for Tyne. If not for the results of the last trip she had taken for Tyne to Illinois, she would already be gone. Where wasn’t even important as long as she wasn’t here and had no time to think because the second she wasn’t busy a pair of golden eyes pierced her mind. He was tall, muscled, and every girl’s dream guy, especially hers. His shoulder length light brown hair was curly making her want to run her fingers through it or use it to pull him closer. The problem was he didn’t want to be closer no matter what he had said when she had seen him last. That was then, but now it was clear he couldn’t care less since he’d made no effort to see or talk to her.

She read the same paragraph for the fourth or was it fifth time, without understanding it so she decided it was time to do something, anything, to reset her poor lovelorn brain. The phone rang and she answered it through habit which might have been a mistake. “Laurel, here.”

There was a long silence which almost made her hang up, but for the breathing she heard on the line. Just one more second...”I can’t believe you actually answered the phone this time, Tig.” Tig for tigger or tiger, a nickname from her youth because of the orange/red hair that had eventually become red/blonde. Her family still called her that, probably always would.

“Will, is that you?” She asked just to be sure it was Willow or Will as the family called her.

There was a giggle on the other end of the line. “Who else would put this much effort into getting through to you when you send most of my calls straight to message?”

“I’m sorry. It’s Mom I mean to avoid and the guys she sics on me. I refuse to marry the man of her dreams when I’m holding out for the man of mine.”

“Especially since you can’t stop thinking about that man or wolf?”

“Well, what about you? Doesn’t she have a list for you too?”

“She’s backed off me to concentrate on your troubles. Right now she’s scared to death that you’ll go wolf. It makes no sense to me. You’re less likely to go wolf now than you ever were before.” A sad reminder of Rain and how little she had meant to him. It wasn’t like they had even slept together, but maybe she would feel better if they had since that would have given her a memory that would last a lifetime. It was just a kiss that kept her awake at night when she remembered it or started off the most erotic dreams starring Rain. Damn, no male could live up to what he had made her imagine.

“Mom just makes less sense the older she gets.”

“Let me take you out for a girl’s night, just us two. We’ll start with a spa day, go shopping, eat out, and finish at a good party spot. I won’t push you on a single male, I swear!” Laurel had to giggle which made her feel just a little bit better than she had felt in the month since Tyne had ordered her to come home from Illinois. No way would her sis hold back once they were around males. She might not push her toward one in particular, but she would push her toward males in general.

“Alright, but just you and I. No one else no matter how much they beg and plead.” Laurel felt she had to qualify their agreement because when she made plans with one sister, they often ended up including all of her sisters and sometimes her brother too. She just couldn’t handle all of them dishing out advice while they looked at her with pitying looks. Life sucked.

“Okay, if you insist. I’ll see you tomorrow when I come get you. Gotta go now.” Will hung up without saying goodbye or giving her a chance to, not that it was unusual for her.

Laurel glanced at the clock only to see that the day was done, her weekend would begin. She didn’t know if she was relieved the day was over or panic stricken that a weekend free of work or distractions had begun. Maybe spending a day with Will, her oldest sister, wouldn’t be the worst way to pass some time. Heading home feeling a little numb, Laurel wondered when she had become so pathetic. Men or rather males, had never caused her to either fret, lose sleep, or dream about them every night. This was a new feeling and not one she was enjoying one little bit.

She was home so she walked in kicking her shoes off at the door curling up on the couch hoping to make the night without tears. Now she realized she was hungry since her lunch had been interrupted and she had only picked at her food anyway. She called out for Chinese food, found some wine in the fridge, poured a glass then lit her latest mulberry scented candle. When she settled in with the TV remote surfing through the channels she was hoping to find something to watch until her food arrived. Before Rain, she had been a happy, well adjusted woman with a normal if not over the top sex life. Once she had met and been forced to leave Rain behind, nothing in her life had held joy any more.

There was a knock on the door, the food had arrived. She went to the door, paid, and set out the food on the coffee table. Once she had a rule against eating in the living room because it made a mess and just seemed lazy, but she just couldn’t make herself care. She picked up a container of chicken fried rice eating half until her hunger was sated. Setting it down, she then picked up her glass of wine draining it in a second before she relaxed sinking into the couch doing the thing she had tried her hardest not to, remember.

“Hello, do you know where I can find Mr. Dare Jenner?” Laurel asked the kindly looking cashier at the small town diner.

“Honey, if you wait just a few minutes, he’ll be right here eating lunch.”

“Thank you.” Laurel said as the waitress seated her at the table the male in question always sat at. Laurel started to sit where she could see him when he entered, but the waitress explained that the two seats against the wall were the two that Dare and his brother Rain always sat in. She emphasized always in a way that made Laurel feel like they would pick her up and physically move her if they caught her in their chairs.

She sat across from the wall with little to nothing to look at except some colorful art and wood planks with sayings on them that were for sale. The art was, not too surprisingly, wolves in the wild. The wolves were all different colors and sizes found in nature. There was a small card on each mentioning a local artist with a price and a phone number. Also there were some more magical pictures, including witches, on a short section of wall. She heard the door open mainly because there was a bell at the top that let the waitress know when a customer came in.

A deep voice startled her and she looked up to see a sexy hunk speaking to her. “Ms. Woods? I’m Dare Jenner.” Well he wasn’t hard on the eyes, she thought with a smile.

“Yes, it’s nice to meet you. I wanted to let you know I was here so we could arrange to meet to discuss business.” She thought she saw a hint of interest, but the male was hard to read. It was a trait she had been told most wolves, but especially most alphas had. She didn’t hold out her hand because she had been told most wolves didn’t like to shake hands, particularly with humans. Dare must not be the usual wolf because he held out his hand so she gave him hers. He didn’t shake, but turned it over raising her palm to his lips. It felt nice, his lips were soft, but she didn’t feel the earth move or see fireworks. No surprise since those kind of reactions had never happened to her before nor did she expect them to ever happen to her in the future. That kind of thing just wasn’t real, it was made up for romance books.

They ordered something to eat and Dare ordered for his brother who he said would join them soon. That was no big deal since he was probably just another good looking alpha wolf just like the dozens she had been meeting lately. She hadn’t met an ugly one yet, not even the regular wolves were unattractive. Talk just naturally turned to business even though it wasn’t a formal meeting because they didn’t know each other and probably had little else in common anyway. Dare recognized her expertise and listened closely as she explained what they had to offer him as well as what they expected from him. They were so lost in their conversation that Dare’s brother walked up to them without either one of them noticing until he spoke.

She turned looking into the most gorgeous golden eyes she had ever seen and she forgot to breathe. He just looked at her and stared into her eyes like nothing and no one else existed for either of them. Dare clearing his throat brought them both around making her blush like a school girl and he smiled like a mischievous youngster. He held out his hand automatically causing her to hold hers out to him. The moment their hands touched the earth shook and those fireworks she never expected to see went off in her head. She must have imagined it, but he seemed to be knocked for a loop as well even though he clearly got over it since it seemed out of sight was out of mind.

Laurel had given him her personal cell number which only family and the closest friends were given and she hadn’t had a single call since before she had met him. Her misery had grown day by day as she had watched her cell not ring a single time. Yeah, she had finally fallen hard, but he hadn’t fallen at all. Everyone warned her that someday she wouldn’t be able to keep her heart untouched and the relationship casual with a man, but she had scoffed at them. Now she had learned the most painful lesson of all from a male that hadn’t cared at all.

The tears started falling no matter how hard she tried to stop them. It just made everything worse as her head started to hurt, her nose began to run, and she was sure her achy eyes were as red as fire. She put up the leftover food, turned off the lights, took a shower, and dragged her sorry ass to bed where she would probably dream about the one that got away until her alarm woke her in the morning. The day was already starting out shitty before she was even out of bed. Things might turn around if she just tried to think positive thoughts, but she couldn’t come up with a single one.

She was showered, dressed, and had a small breakfast eaten by the time there was a knock on the door. Because Will who was the impatient sort who just might start knocking harder or even screaming if left waiting too long she hurried to answer it. There was a second louder knock warning of impending doom if the door didn’t open soon. Will could be a riot when her moods were visited upon some offensive individual or lackwit, but never when turned loose on you. Laurel flung the door open hoping to prevent any emotional breakdown Will may have been working up to.

Will stood in the doorway with a seemingly innocent expression on her face which neither fooled Laurel nor relaxed her. “You look like you’re expecting an explosion or something.” Will commented as she pushed her way into Laurel’s house.

“You are an explosion most of the time.” Will just laughed.

“Someone has to keep other people on the straight and narrow.”

“Why does it always have to be you? It can be embarrassing at times to be in your company.”

“Ah, you wound me, sister. You don’t really mean that. I’ve helped you with many a problem over the years.”

“I know you have.” Laurel said feeling bad that she hurt her sister’s feelings. Will was a good sister, but she was just so...alpha. Her sister would have made a good alpha wolf. She could put the toughest person in their place and fight like a she devil.

They were out the door going down the path to Will’s Hummer, a reflection of her personality, in no time. Will was military from the bottom of her boots to the top of her night vision goggles. On the flip side of her personality was that when she wasn’t doing her ass kicking, name taking, gun shooting duty, she was all woman wearing hot, sexy clothes that made men melt in puddles as she walked by. She was the field leader of some kind of Rambo style unit that gave her a lot of flexibility most of the time, but left her open to a lot of last minute emergency call ins. When that happened, she dropped everything to join her unit in saving the world or at least a small part of it. She didn’t give any details, but she saved hostages, averted wars, and obtained highly classified information whenever it was needed.

She was larger than life, earning her spot on the super secret team even though she was human. At the time, she had thought she was just beating out the other men who wanted on the team, but later she found out she was the only human on the team of supernaturals. If she became a wolf as some of their cousins were doing, she would be beyond unstoppable. Laurel took a close look at her oldest sister who was about to turn the big three o. She was wearing a tank top and sweats because she liked to be comfortable for spa days. The prettying up would come later just before they painted the town bright red. Will never did anything by half measures and probably never would.

Her hair was a flame red in the sun rather than the deeper reds the rest of the family had. Her eyes were a deep sapphire blue with silver chips that seemed to glow whenever she was angry or excited, which was often. She was about five foot seven, neither tall nor short at just a hair above average height for a human female, but average height for a female wolf. Her sister had big tits, big enough that she bound them for certain missions where they might get in the way. Will’s waist was small, her hips not nearly as wide as her bust, and she was muscular and strong, but still looked ultra feminine. The feminine look she had helped hide her warrior abilities causing many males of all types to underestimate her fighting skills and her sometimes vicious nature. They assumed the kindness she could show to those weaker than she was, meant she couldn’t go for the throat when necessary, but boy were they wrong. Whenever they went out together, she always felt as safe as she would if she had a presidential detail. At the places where they usually went, regulars and employees knew not to mess with her big sis or anyone that happened to be with her. 

There was no doubt that when Will took someone for a spa day it would be at Cassie’s place. Cassie was another distant cousin in the white wolf family which wasn’t a surprise since they were near Ariel’s place which was basically white wolf central. Ariel was the first white wolf discovered by a werewolf accidently through mating after the werewolf world in general had thought the bloodline extinct. Imagine their surprise when Ariel had turned into not only a white werewolf, but a snow white one with deep green eyes just like the legendary white wolf of history. She also happened to be the matriarch of the white wolves now that their precious Aunt Daisy had died.

Cassie welcomed them with open arms and a team of her girls surrounded them putting them into robes then giving them drinks and starting them out with a soak in the whirlpool tub. Their cousin got in with them making it almost like a party as they drank and gossiped about what was going on not only with their family, but wolves in general. Cassie was a blue eyed blonde with an hour glass figure. Her skin was pale and she was beyond being a girly girl. She was one of her few cousins that couldn’t fight, but she had a scream that set off car alarms and was extremely painful to the ears.

A few hours later, scrubbed, massaged, manicured, pedicured, with glowing skin, perfectly done hair, and professionally made up, they exited to finish up their look with the ideal outfit. They drove straight to the small boutique store their friend Jazz, short for Jazebel-she thought her mother didn’t know how to spell, owned that catered to supernaturals. Jazz was a witch, but not a white wolf, at least not by birth, because they loved her like a sister. They went to school with Jazz and had been friends long before they discovered the supernatural world their family was now firmly entrenched in.

It was crazy, but they had been hanging out with witches, vampires, and wolves long before they knew what they were. Many of their friends admitted to being one of the three once they discovered they were part of their world too. Her last ex boyfriend, who had turned into a much better friend than he ever was a boyfriend, turned out to be a vamp. Her best friend Jazz was a witch, but so were her sisters who were also friends, and her second best friend and her family were all wolves. It validated the statements that you never knew what life would bring and that sometimes you opened your eyes to a whole new world.

Jazz waited with her best outfits for each of them based on size and coloring as only she could do. Their friend was a whiz at finding the best choices for her clients and having them on hand whenever they were needed. She had a healthy selection of those standby go tos like the little black dress, but she often added something unexpected that defied description and could only be fully appreciated when tried on. This time was no exception with a deep purple dress for Will that was a startling contrast to her flaming red hair and a silver sheath for her. There was no doubt that the second Will laid eyes on the vivid and unusually colored dress, that she would be wearing it tonight. The four inch back heels with a gold button at the toe and the mini purse with a snap button to match that she suggested be worn with it, were a no brainer for Will as well.

Jazz matched Laurel’s dress with a deep purple pair of shorter heels, a purple purse to match, and she threw in a scarf of purple she said Laurel could use to wrap around a male to keep him close. She giggled like she had told the best joke which Laurel suppose she had since she wasn’t known for hanging on to males and would never try to tie one to her. Tonight, at least to her, was all about catering to Will’s need as big sister to try to make her feel better. Laurel would go along with it acting as if her heart wasn’t breaking, if that would make her feel like she was taking care of her.

Will picked a bar they often went to that was usually quiet and laid back, but not tonight. The owner had a friend who was a singer in one of the bands that shifters loved. Furry Bite was not surprisingly a wolf band that had some good original songs that ranged from new style country to rock and roll. Mate Me was a song that she really liked about two wolves running wild in the forest as the male tries to convince his female he is her true mate. Humans often mistook the lyrics as talking about animal magnetism instead of the animal side of a werewolf.

They entered to find the place packed, no pun intended, except for the table Will had reserved for them. The place was wall to wall male eye candy, yum. Her broken heart didn’t interfere with her appreciation of some of the examples of fucking gorgeous males mostly wolves if her guess was right. Will and Laurel seemed to become the center of attention probably a combination of their eye catching dresses and the fact that they had a VIP table saved just for the two of them.

The band was setting up getting ready to start their first set and she noticed the lead singer casting glances their way and the drummer was blowing her kisses. Will ignored the singer, but Laurel winked at the drummer, well he was cute with long straight black hair. His eyes were dark too, but she couldn’t tell what color without getting up close and personal. He looked like he would be fun, but she could tell he wouldn’t be a keeper. When she compared him to Rain which she couldn’t seem to help, but do, he just didn’t measure up. Too bad, so sad and all that bullshit, but her mood started to deteriorate rapidly. Will shot her a look that told her she had noticed.

“I will not allow any sad eyes here tonight so just put your crying drunk on hold cause I will kick your ass if you start that shit tonight. We are here to party up a storm and that’s what we are going to do. These guys are perfect to have fun with, but not get involved with.” She finally looked up at the lead singer who was fighting off his female fans and still trying to get Will’s attention. Laurel had to admit the guy was gorgeous with his long curly blond hair and intense green eyes, his body tan and buff. 

Only in a werewolf bar could you find so many attractive single men at the same time that were drawn to Will and her because white wolves attracted male wolves. It was a well known fact that white wolf females attracted male alphas to varying degrees even though one, as their soul mate would have a stronger attraction both to and for them. There was no doubt in her mind that she had never felt such a strong attraction to a male as she had to Rain though clearly he had not felt the same.

The band started playing with the lead singer watching Will the whole time he sang. The drummer was a cutie and before she had met Rain she would have gone out with him to test their chemistry. Things were different now because without even touching him she knew he was no Rain. A handsome redhead came to ask her to dance so she did. Will must have decided to dance too because Laurel saw she was already on the dance floor. Will was doing a bump and grind with a couple of wolves that she was wedged between doing some of the dirtiest dancing imaginable. Laurel’s idea of foreplay was less intense then what was happening on the dance floor tonight.

The night continued pretty much the same way and instead of taking her mind off Rain, she thought of little else. The only thing accomplished was she drank enough alcohol to be really sleepy and Will hooked up with the lead singer so at least someone was getting lucky tonight. They, Will and her boy toy, dropped Laurel off at her apartment alone and better off for it. A wild roll in the hay with a stranger would just complicate her life at this point. She unlocked her door then turned to wave at Will to let her know she had made it to the door alright. As she heard Will’s Hummer spin out on the gravel of her driveway, she knew Will raced on her way home with her hot new fuck buddy. Laurel didn’t know if she should be jealous or not, but while she wanted the comfort and closeness of holding someone, only Rain would do.

She stumbled into the house, to her bedroom where she fell into bed not even bothering to undress. It was a sad attempt to forget a wolf she should have never gotten to know. Laurel fought to stay awake because she knew he would invade her thoughts the second she closed her eyes. There he was looking handsome and suggesting they go for a ride. Why Dare came along was anyone’s guess because she knew Rain intended them to be alone. It was nice to go cross country on the four wheelers with Rain at her side as Dare led the way. They briefly stopped so Dare could take a walk when Rain got off his bike to get closer to her.

“Maybe we should take off before my brother gets back and hide somewhere.” Rain said with mischief lighting up his eyes.

“I’d almost consider it if I thought we could lose him. Isn’t he one of the best trackers around?”

“Yes, but maybe he would get the message that we’d like to be alone.” Rain said as he put his arms around her leaning in to lightly move his lips across hers. Damn that felt heavenly. She moaned even though she tried to muffle it. His lips came back for more contact. This time he really kissed her not just with his lips, but his tongue licked across her lips finding an opening. He slid in exploring her mouth until he found her tongue. Their tongues clashed struggling for supremacy until they heard a throat clearing. Dare was not her favorite person right then or Rain’s either by the look on his face.

They rode back to the shop where the bikes were stored while Dare stuck close to them clearly not wanting to give them enough privacy for fear they would kiss again. Maybe it just wasn’t meant to be because this time they were attacked. They got off the bikes to meet the attackers head on only to find one was magical. She used her artifact to send the spell back which was a good thing because it looked like someone wanted to make Dare a crispy critter. Sure he was annoying, but he wasn’t that bad, or at least he wouldn’t be if he didn’t invite himself along on what should have been more like a date for Rain and her. The fight that had followed had been glorious and her sister Will would have been proud had she watched.

Once it was over, she’d had no choice, but to call Tyne to tell him what happened and he immediately told her to come home. Dare and Rain had said they understood, she really had no choice. She’d given him her private number, it was to the phone her mother had given to her, and her family email address. Each of her siblings had received a phone just like it from her mom so they could always be in touch and all of them had an email account with their mother’s small company. It had torn her up that he had never called, but she realized he had meant more to her than she had to him. Men were hard enough to understand, but wolves, well that was just a whole new world.

Oh, dear lord what did I do? Laurel wasn’t sure for a moment what she had done to feel so bad first thing in the morning. Her head, no her whole body, ached like the devil and her stomach was revolting over something that wasn’t sitting well with it. No more drinking ever, or at least until she had time to forget how bad she felt right now after drinking way too much. She lay perfectly still hoping the room would stop moving so she could get up with some hope of making it to either the kitchen for a drink or the bathroom either to empty her stomach or find some medicine that would help straighten her out. Right now anything was an improvement over the way things were.

Laurel breathed deeply and it seemed to help until she raised her aching head. That was not the wisest move to make because she started to gag. Now she decided to try to go back to sleep for a little while to see if that would help. When she woke again later feeling just a little better she realized the noise she thought was in her head was a pounding on her door.

As she tried to get out of bed, but ended up falling out. At least she didn’t hit anything except the floor on her way down. Rolling a little way toward the door, she came to a full stop which made her moan from dizziness. She crawled to the door using the door frame to pull herself up to her knees first then to a standing position. Nausea and more dizziness rushed over her making her feel pitiful and the weakest she’d ever been in her life. She had gone drinking before, even gotten sloppy ass drunk but never had she felt this bad the day after.

The pounding just kept getting worse and the door was shaking as if it was about to be slammed open from the pressure being applied. “Hold onto your horses, I’m coming!” Laurel yelled so the pounding would stop.

The pounding did stop, but now there was someone grumbling unhappily on the other side of the door. She made it to the door unsteadily only to open it finding her cousin Candi on the other side.

“What are you doing here?” Laurel asked but it came out more like a whine. “Don’t you have a sexy mate to do the nasty with on a Saturday morning?”

“Speaking of nasty, you look like something shot at and missed, shit at and hit.”

“I see you’re working on your descriptive talents at my expense. I went out with Will last night drinking, but I must have gotten something extra like a bad flu. I’ve never been this sick in my life. It’s all typical hangover symptoms, but they’re extreme.”

“Did you take a drink from anyone? Leave your table without anyone guarding it? Do any of the stupid stuff I warn you guys about all the time?” Candi asked examining Laurel closely. “I think you’ve been dosed with Wolf’s Gain. It’s a cheesy name for this new supe drug that makes females, human or supe, pliable and amenable, but the next day they’re sick as all get out.”

“I’ve been fucking drugged? If I find the bastard that did it, I’ll cut his balls off.”

“Any males pay particular attention to you? Maybe they tried to talk you into going home with them?”

“Most of the males in the bar were all over Will and I, but there were less females than males and we looked hot if I do say so myself. I better call Will to be sure she’s alright.”

“I already talked to her this morning and she is better than fine. She had a good night that she is still enjoying with her guest making it a good morning. You were clearly the target and not Will, but that might have been because Will had hooked up with someone while you were nursing your broken heart.”

“I don’t know what you mean. I’m just fine except for being sick not broken hearted.”

“Then you won’t be interested in the fact that I visited Dare and Rain. You won’t want to know what he said or care about how he feels. I could have saved myself a wasted trip. I guess I better go.” Candi slowly turned as if to leave, but Laurel knew better.

“You’re such a drama queen, just tell me what you know.”

“So you are interested. Good to know since I said you might be.”

“Why did you tell him that?”

“I just told him you weren’t the type to mislead a male about your interest in him.”

“That’s true.”

“He said he’s been trying to contact you by email and phone, but you won’t call him back and the emails you send are cool and make him feel you’re disinterested.”

“I’ve not gotten one call or email from him in all the time I’ve been back. I think something is wrong somewhere.” Laurel hated the small hope she felt that would probably die when she spoke to him because nothing would stop her from calling him now not even pride.

“Have you had any calls on that phone since you’ve been back?”

“No, but I’ve seen everyone else that has that number.”

“You haven’t seen me and I tried to call you on it too.”

“I guess I better call the phone company. My phone must be out.”

“What about your email? Someone answered when he sent you an email.” Candi pointed out.

“Who would do that?”

“Grow up, Laurel. It’s clearly your mother trying to run your life like she always does.”

“How, why, ah hell.” She said as she made a run for the bathroom. When she made it back to the living room, Candi was there with a drink and a pill.

“What, do you carry around a first aid kit?”

“Just a few things left over from when I was human and I actually needed them. Maybe you should consider changing.”

“I would if I mated a wolf, but if I mate a human things might not work out.”

“Fine, but meanwhile give that poor guy a call. He’s as heartbroken as you are.” Candi handed her phone to her. The number was already on the screen ready to go so she pushed send.

“Hello, this is Rain.”

“Rain, this is Laurel. I haven’t gotten any of your calls or emails. I’m not sure what happened, but I’m going to check into it.”

“Laurel.” He said and her name was a whisper on his lips. It made a shiver run through her as she delighted in his sexy voice and remembered that magical kiss. “Are you alright, you sound different.”

“My sister dragged me out to a bar last night and Candi thinks I was drugged.”

“What?”

“Candi thinks someone drugged my drink at the bar.”

“Were you attacked? Did someone hurt you? Tell me!”

“No, Will took me straight home after. I’ve been alone until Candi came just now. That’s why I don’t go out alone, too many rogues out there after one of us.”

There was another loud pounding at the door. Probably another irate or concerned family member with no patience. “Candi would you get that?” Laurel asked indicating the door.

“I’ve got more company. Candi’s getting the door.” She said unnecessarily since Rain was wolf and could hear everything that was going on.

As Candi opened the door, whoever was outside pushed their way in overwhelming her. Candi yelled as she tried to fight against a group of males pushing past her.

“Vampires.” Laurel whispered as the phone fell from her hands. She went into fighting mode trying to make her way to her cousin who was being subdued by several vamps with more behind them trying to get passed the doorway. It was times like this that she wished she had agreed to a panic button because she would be pushing it like crazy right now.

Candi was out of the fight by the time Laurel fought her way to the door. She was now regretting her decision to live without any nearby neighbors. The vamps would win, she had no doubts, but she would make them pay for their victory. They weren’t trying to kill them which she was using against them as much as she could. She felt more of them grab hold of her as they weighted her to the floor. Once she was down there would be no more fighting. Laurel was cussing them with every bad word she knew and a few she made up for the occasion. It didn’t seem to slow them down at all as they forced her to the floor then subdued her. They carried her out to a SUV, carefully placing her inside like one might a valued item. She was relieved to see they left Candi behind either not realizing who she was or not wanting an already mated white wolf when there were so many single ones they could get.

Once the adrenaline of the fight wore off, she felt as sick as she had before. She closed her eyes attempting to relax which must have worked since she fell asleep. Laurel felt better now that she was awake, but with her eyes closed all the way there, she had no idea where they might be. She could only hope that Rain would call someone so they would find and free Candi. Once Candi was freed, she and Cage would find her. They were the best at what they did and she had absolute faith in the two of them. It was the only bright spot in an otherwise depressing situation.

The drive didn’t seem to be a long one, but since she had slept part way that was harder to figure out. An argument in the front caught her attention and answered some of the questions she had about last night.

“Jareth, you made her seriously ill with that untested concoction you put in her drink. Now she will have to heal before we do the experiment. Tanith will not be pleased with you once he hears.” The deep voice said.

“Conroy, the end result is what counts, so here she is. It is not easy to capture a white wolf in any condition so this is a victory. Tanith will be pleased that she was captured while still fully human. She is perfect for his experiment, perfect for him in all ways. I am a little jealous when I think of all the enjoyment he will be getting from her once he is done.” This was said by a slightly higher pitched voice.

She knew none of what she had heard boded well for her since this Tanith had sent his own personal army after her, escape would be impossible. Laurel had no desire to become a mistress of the undead feeling sure he wanted to change her to a vampire. Escape was her only hope, but that was a slim hope indeed. She listened hoping to hear more, but the conversation had tapped out. Because she was so focused on trying to hear any conversation that was going on she didn’t realize they had come to a full stop. Now was the beginning of the end for they had arrived.

The door swung open and arms lifted her from the seat carrying her into a building. The building turned out to be a mansion with an imposing ten foot high double entry door. It was a heavy door with elaborate carvings and it opened into an entry with a high ceiling and a double wide stairway. She was carried up the stairway to a large guest bedroom where she was untied and left. When she heard the door lock clicking she was left on her own. She looked around her gilded cage for any sign of escape or weaponry she might use to facilitate an escape with no real luck. The window had bars that were thick with no signs of rust or other defects. The door was heavy with an elaborate lock that she was sure she couldn’t pick.

There were no weapons that she could see except the furniture itself which was heavy, but she hadn’t the strength to break pieces off it. She could see no curtain rods since the curtains had somehow been attached directly to the walls. The light fixture had no weight to it which made her effort of climbing up to check it out wasted. She decided this must be a room designed to hold prisoners and that any mistakes made when it was built had been long since corrected. Lauren settled herself on the bed to sleep off the drug the vampire, Jareth, had given her hoping she would wake with a clear head and a better plan.
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